JOHN JAMES AUDUBON-NATURALIST
THE EARTHQUAKE

TRAVELLING through the Barrens of Ken-
tucky (of which I shall give you an ac-
count elsewhere) in the month of November, 1
was jogging on one afternoon, when J remarked
a sudden and strange darkness rising from the
western horizon. Accustomed to our heavy storms
of thunder and rain I took no more notice of it,
as I thought the speed of my horse might enable
me to get under shelter of the roof of an acquaint-
ance, who lived not far distant, before it should
come up. I had proceeded about a mile, when I
heard what I imagined to be the distant rumbling
of a violent tornado, on which I spurred my steed,
with a wish to gallop as fast as possible to a
place of shelter; but it would not do, the animal
knew better than I what was forthcoming, and
instead of going faster, so nearly stopped that I
remarked he placed one foot after another on
the ground, with as much precaution as if walk-
ing on a smooth sheet of ice. 1 thought he had
suddenly foundered, and, speaking to him, was
on the point of dismounting and leading him.